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Assumption. 


The man that hath no music in himself, 

Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds, 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils; 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 
And his affections dark as Erebus: 

Let no such man be trusted. 


(Merchant of Venice, Act V., Scene 1.) 
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ALMA MATER. 


Assumption, dear, our promise hear— 
We'll e’er be true to thee; 


The friends we’ve made, the games we’ve played 
Will fill our memory, 


No matter where our footsteps bear, 
Let all the world behold 


The same true men that e’er have been 
Assumption’s pride of old, 


The same true men that e’er have been 
Assumption’s pride of old. 
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CHANT DE GUERRE. 

The glory we win in the game, Rah! Rah! 

Makes up for the pains that we bear. 

When we’re battered and wounded and lame. Rah! 
Rah! . 

It means so much glory and fame, Rah! Rah! 

To the college whose colors we wear, 

To the college whose cloors we wear. 

Then forward to battle with glorious aim 

To honor Assumption, make famous her name. 

Rah, Rah! Rah, Rah! Rah, Rah! Rah, Rah! 

For the college whose colors we wear. 


They may have it on us in weight, Rah! Rah! 
But we shouldn’t worry or fear. 

We're ready to give and to take, Rah! Rah! 
We're going to make or to break, Rah! Rah! 
For the comrades we cherish so dear. 

For the comrades we cherish so dear. 

For bones are soon mended and pains disappear, 
But great deeds will linger for many a year, 
Rah, Rah! Rah, Rah! Rah, Rah! Rah, Rah! 
For the comrades we cherish so dear. 


: 


SPIRIT OF ASSUMPTION. 


We're the wearers of the white and purple, 
From Sandwich—don’t forget— 

And we’re im the game, you bet. 

Were we ever known to quit? 

NO! The spirit old Assumption oie 
Has had for many years 

Will continue to inspire us for ever. 


ALOUETTE. 


Chorus: 


Alouette, gentille alouette; 
Alouette, je te plumerai (Bis). 


Je te plumerai la téte je te plumtrai la téte. 
Et la téte. (Repeat) Aloutte. (R) Ah............ 


Chorus: 


Je te plumerai la téte je te plumtrai la téte. 
Et la‘téte. (R) Et le dos. (R) Alouette. (R) Ah.. 


Chorus: 


Je te plumerai la téte je te plumtrai la téte. 
Et la téte. (R) Et le dos. (R) Et les ailes. (R). 
Alouette CR) OAR: So. ss cwc are 


Chorus: 


Je te plumerai la téte je te plumtrai la téte. 

, Et-Ja téte, CR)-Et tedos...(R) Et les ailes. (CR). 

Et les pattes. (R) Alouette. (R) Ah.........; ste 
Chorus: 


Je te plumerai la téte je te plumtrai la téte. 
Et la téte. (R) Et le dos. (R) Et les ailes. (R). 
Et les pattes. (R) Et le cou. (R) Alouette. (R) Ah.. 


Chorus: 
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OLD MacDONALD HAD A FARM. 


Old MacDonald had a farm, 
Eeigh, Eeigh, O— 

And on this farm he had some chicks, 
Eeigh, Eeigh, O— 
With a chick, chick here, 
With a chick, chick there, 
Here a chick, there a chick, 
Everywhere a chick, chick. 


Old MacDonald had a farm, 
Eeigh, Eeigh, O— 

And on this farm he had some ducks, 
Eeigh, Eeigh, O— 
With a quack, quack here, 
With a quack, quack there, 
Here a quack, there a quack, 
Everywhere a quack, quack. 
With a chick, chick here, 
With a chick, chick there, 
Here a chick, there a thick, 
Everywhere a chick, chick. 


Old MacDonald had a farm, 
Eeigh, Eeigh, O— 

And on this farm he had some turkeys, 
Eeigh, Eeigh, O— 
With a gobble, gobble, here, 
With a gobble, gobble there, 
Here a gobble, there a gobble, 
Everywhere a gobble, gobble. 
With a quack, quack, etc. 


Add and repeat Pigs (hoink, hoink) ; 
Ford (rattle, rattle); Still (drip, 
drip). : 


ee 
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JOHNNY ATE SOME OYSTERS. 


Johnny ate some oysters, Johnny ate some clams, 

Johnny ate some marmalade, Johnny ate some ham, 

Johnny ate some johnny cake, Johnny drank some 
beer, 

And Johnny never knew what made him feel so 
queer. ; 

O—up came the oysters, Oo—up came the clams, 

Ot—up came the marmalade, o—up came the ham, 

O—up came the johnny cake, o—up came the beer, 

Then Johnny knew what made him feel so queer. 


10 | : 
POLLY-WOLLY-DOODLE. 


Oh, I went down South for to see my Sal, 
Sing “Polly-wolly-doodle” all the day; 
My Sally am a spunky gal, 

Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all the day. 


Chorus: 
Fare thee well, fare thee well, 
Fare thee well, my fairy fay, 
For I’m off to Louisiana 
For to see my Susyanna, 
Sing Polly-wolly-doodle all the day. 


A grasshopper sittin’ on a railroad track, 
A-pickin’ his teeth wid a carpet tack, 


Oh, I went to bed, but it wasn’t no use, 
My feet stuck out for a chicken roost. 


Behind the barn, down on my knees, 
I thought I heard that chicken sneeze. 


He sneezed so hard wid de whoopin’ cough, 
He sneezed his head and his tail right off. 


YEA, ASSUMPTION. 


Yea, Assumption! Yea, Assumption! 

Fighting for your fame, 

Never mind how big they are, 

Go at ’em just the same, Rah! Rah! Rah! 

Yea, Assumption! Yea, Assumption! 

Glorify that name. 

Yea, Assumption! Fight! Fight! Fight! 
We'll win this game. 


7 
MERELY A SUGGESTION. 


Oh! How we hate to get up in the morning! 

Oh! How we'd like to remain in bed! 

For the hardest thing of all 

Is to hear that morning call: 

“You gotta get up, you gotta get up, you gotta get 
up this morning!” 

How would a sleep-over go in the morning? 

That word has music that’s hard to beat. 

Will Father Dillon kindly have a heart, 

And say the word before we part? 

And then our happiness is complete. 


8 
FRERE JACQUES. 


Frére Jacques, Frére Jacques, 
Dormez-vous? Dormez-vous 

Sonnez les matines, sonnez les matines. 
Ding din don; ding din don. 


10. 
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JINGLE, BELLS! 


Dashing through the snow, in a one-horse open 
sleigh, 

O’er the fields we go, laughing all the way; 

Bells on Bob-tail ring, making spirits bright, 

What’ fun it is to ride and sing a sleighing song 
to-night. 


Chorus: (Don’t break them). 


Jingle, bells! jingle, bells! jingle all the way! 
Oh, what fun it is to ride in a one-horse open seer 
Jingle, bells! jingle, bells! jingle all the way! 
Oh, what fun it is to ride in a one-horse open sleigh! 


12 
THE SPANISH CAVALIER. 


A Spanish cavalier stood in his retreat, 
And on his guitar played a tune, dear; 

The music so sweet they’d oft-times repeat, 
The blessing of my country and you, dear. 


Chorus: 
Say, darling, when I’m far away. 
Sometimes you may think of me, dear; 
Bright sunny days will soon fade away, 
Remember what I say, and be true, dear. 
(Copyright, Leo Feist, Inc.) 
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- THREE BLIND MICE. 


Three blind mice, three blind mice, 

See how they run! See how they run! 

They all ran after the farmer’s wife, 

She cut them in two with a carving knife. 

Did ever you see such a sight in your life 
As three blind mice? 


14 
. SOLOMON LEVI. 


My name is Solomon Levi, 

At my store in Baxter Street, 

That’s where you’ll find your coats and vests, 
And everything that’s n eat. 

I’ve second-handed overcoats, 

And everything that’s fine, 

For all the boys they trade with me 

At one hundred and forty-nine. 


Chorus: 


Oh, Mister Levi, Levi, tra, la, la, la, 
Poor Sheeny Levi, 
Tra, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, Mi coe ecd ss 


Sometimes a bummer comes inside 
My store in Baxter Street, 

And tries to hang me up for coat 
And vest and pants so neat. 

I kicks that bummer out of my store, 
And on him sets my pup, 

For I won’t sell clothes to any man 
Who tries to hang me up, 


15 . | 
PACK UP YOUR TROUBLES. 


Pack up your troubles in your old kit bag, 
And smile, smile, smile! 

While you’ve a lucifer to light your fag, 
Smile, boys, that’s the style. 

What’s the use of worrying? 
It never was worth while, 

So pack up your troubles in your old kit bag, 
And smile, smile, smile! 

(Copyright, Francis, Day & Hunter, Ltd.) 
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VIVE LE ROI! ; 


Let every good fellow now fill up his glass, 
Vive la compagnie! 

And drink to the health of our glorious class, 
Vive la compagnie! 


Chorus: 


Vive le vive le vive le roi! 
Vive le vive le vive le roi! 
Vive le roi, vive la reine, 
Vive la compagnie! 


Here’s to our professors—they’re not a bad lot— 
Vive la compagnie! 
There are some that are good, and there are some 
that are not, 
Vive la compagnie! 


Chorus: 


Here’s to our waiters, all in a row, 
Vive la compagnie! 

But what they are good for we really don’t know, 
Vive la compagnie! 


Chorus: 


Wy sere : 
YIP-I-ADDY-I-AY, 


Yip-i-addy-i-ay-i-ay. Yip-i-addy-i-ay, 

I don’t care what becomes of me, 

When you play me that sweet melody, 

Yip-i-addy-i-ay-i-ay, my heart wants to shout out, 
“Hurrah! Hurrah!” 

Sing of joy, sing of bliss; home was never like this, 
Yip-i-addy-i-ay. 


ae ee) 


THE BULL-DOG. 


Oh, the bull-dog on the bank, 
And the bull-frog in the pool. 
Oh, the bull-dog on the bank, 
And the bull-frog in the pool. 
_Oh, the bull-dog on the bank, 
And the bull-frog in the pool. 
The bull-dog called the bull-frog 
A green old water fool. 


Chorus: 


Singing tra, la, la, la, la (six times), 
Tra, la,.la, tra, la, la, tra, la, la, la, la, la. 


Pharaoh’s daughter on the bank, 
Little Moses in the pool: 
She fished him out with a ten-foot pole 
And sent him off to school. 


19 
HARK! I HEAR A VOICE. 


Hark! I hear a vaice, way up on the mountain top, 
Descending down below, descending down below. 
Hark! I hear a vaice, ’way up on the mountain top, 
Descending down below, descending down below. 


Chorus: 


Let us all unite in love, 
Trusting in the powers above. (Repeat.) 


Old Mother Hubbard; she went to the cupboard 

To get her poor dog a bone, to get her poor dog a 
bone; d 

But when she got there the cupboard it was bare, 

And so the poor dog had none, and so the poor dog 
had none, 
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EVERYBODY HAPPY? 


To-day is Monday, 

To-day is Monday, 

Monday class again, 

Everybody happy? Well, I should smile. 


To-day is Tuesday, 
To-day is Tuesday, 
Tuesday ma-arks, Monday, ete. 


Wednesday town (turned down), 
Thursday stew, 

Friday fi-ish, 

Saturday te-est, 

Sunday cousin (?) comes. 


2\ 
TILL WE MEET AGAIN. 


There’s a song in the land of the lily, 
Each sweetheart has heard with a sigh, 
Over high garden walls 

This sweet echo falls 

As a soldier boy whispers good-bye. 


Chirus: 


Smile the while you kiss me said adieu, 
When the clouds roll by I'll come to you. 
Then the skies will seem more blue, 

Down in lovers’ lane, my d earie, 
Wedding bells will ring so merrily, 
Every tear will be a memory, 

So wait and pray each night for me 

Till we meet again. 


(Special permission of Jerome H. Remick & Co.) 
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RIG-A-JIG. 


(Sample verse) 


When “Poke” tried to work the old gag, you know, 
Heigh-o, heigh-o, heigh-o, heigh-o, 

He found Father Bondy was not so slow, 

Heigh-o, heigh 0, heigh-o. 


Chorus: 


Rig-a-jig-jig, and away we go, 
Away we go, away we go; 
Rig-a-jig-jig, and away we go, 
Heigh-o, heigh-o, heigh-o. 


ie) 
WAL, I SWAN. 


I run the old mill over here to Reuben’s-ville, 
My name’s Joshua Ebenezer Frye, 

I know a thing or two, you bet your neck I do, 
They don’t ketch me, for I’m too darn sly. 

I’ve seen bunco men, allus got the best o’ them. 
Once I met a couple on the Boston train, 

They says “How be you?” I says “That'll do! 
Travel right along with your darn skin game.” 


Chorus: 


Wal, I swan, I mus’ be gettin’ on! 
Git-dap, Napoleon, it looks like rain. 

Wal, I'll be switched, the hay ain’t pitched, 
Come in when you're over to the farm again. 


24 


25 
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THE OLD GRAY MARE. 


The old gray mare ain’t 
What she used to be 
What she used to be 
What she used to be 
The old gray mare ain’t 
What she used to be 
Many long years ago. 


Chorus: 
Many long years ago, 
Many long years ago, Oh! 


OH! SUSANNA! 


I came to Alabama wid 
My banjo on -my knee, 
I’m g’wan to Louisianna, 
My true love for to see, 
It rained all night de day I left, 
De weather it was dry, 
De sun so hot I froze to death; 
Susanna, don’t you cry. 


Chorus: 


Oh! Susanna! 

Oh, don’t you cry for me, 
I’m goin’ out to Oregon 
Wid my banjo on my knee. 


I jumped aboard de telegraph, 
And trabeled down de riber, 
De ‘lectric fluid magnified 

And killed five hundred nigger. 
De bullgine bust, de horse runs off, © 
[ really thought I’d die; 

I shut my eyes to hold my breath; 
Susanna, don’t you cry. 


17 
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26 | 
SAILING, 


Y’heave ho! my lads, the wind blows free, 

A pleasant gale is on our lee; 

And soon a-cross the o-cean clear 

Our gallant bark shall bravely steer. 

But ere we part from England’s shores to-night 
A song we'll sing for home nad beauty bright. 


Chorus: 
Then here’s to the sailor, and here’s to his heart 
so true! i 
Who will think of him upon the waters blue? 
Sailing, sailing, over the bounding main, 


For many a stormy wind shall blow ere Jack comes 
home again! 


Sailing, sailing, over the bounding main, 


For many a stormy wind shall blow ere Jack comes 
home again! 


The sailor’s life is bold and free, 

His home is on the rolling sea, 

And never heart more true or brave 

Than his who launches on the wave. 

Afar he speeds in distant climes to roam, 

With jocund song he rides the sparkling foam. 


27 
BLUEBELL. 


Good-bye, my Bluebell, farewell to you, 
One last fond look into your eyes of blue, 
"Mid camp fires gleaming, 
*Mid shot and shell, 
I will be dreaming of my own Bluebell. 


28 


DOWN WHERE THE COTTON BLOSSOMS 
GROW. 


Picture to-night a field of snowy white, 
Hear the darkies singing soft and low; 

I long there to be, for someone waits for me, 
Down where the cotton blossoms grow. 


29 


DAISY BELL. 


Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer, do, 
I’m half crazy over the love of you, 

It won’t be a stylish marriage, 

I can’t afford a carriage, 

But we'll look sweet upon the seat 

Of a bicycle built for two. 


30 
SMILES. 


There are smiles that make us happy, 
There are smiles that make us blue, 

There.are smiles taht steal away the tear-drops 
As the sunbeams steal away the dew. 

There are smiles that have a tender meaning, 
That the eyes of love alone may see, 

And the smiles that fill my life with sunshine 
Are the smiles that you give to me. 


(Special permission of Jerome H. Remick & Co.) 
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WHEN YOU LOOK IN THE HEART OF A ROSE. 


Dear little rose, with your heart of gold, 
Dear little rose, may your petals fold, 
My secret sweet I will trust you to keep, 
Deep in your heart ’twill repose. 
No one will know what your leaves conceal, 
No one will guess what they could reveal, 
You will know then that I love you, dear, when 
You look in the heart of a rose. 

(Published by Leo Feist, Inc.) 
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JUST A SONG AT TWILIGHT. 


Just a song at twilight, when the lights are low, 

And the flickering shadows softly come and go. 

Though the heart be weary, sad the day and long, 

Still to us at twilight comes love’s sweet song, 
Comes love’s old, sweet song. 


33 
HOT TIME. 


When you hear dem bells go ting-a-ling-a-ling, 

All join round and gaily hear them sing, 

And when the verse am through, in the chorus ali 
join in, 

There’ll be a HOT TIME in the old town to-night. 
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MOTHER MACHREE. 


There’s a spot in me heart which no colleen may 
own, 

There’s a depth to me soul never sounded or known, 

There’s a place in my memory, my life that you 
fill, 


No other can take it—no one ever will. 


Chorus: 


Sure I love the dear silver that shines in your hair, 

And the brow that’s all furrowed and wrinkled with 
care; 

I kiss the dear fingers so toil-worn for me, 

Oh! God bless you and keep you! Mother Machree. 


(Copyright, M. Whitmark & Sons) 
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A PERFECT DAY. 


When you come to the end of a perfect day, 
And you sit alone with your thoughts 

While the chimes ring out with a carol gay, 
For the joy that the day has brought, 

Do you think what the end of a perfect day 
Can mean to a tired heart, 

When the sun goes down with a flaming ray, 
And the dear friends have to part? 


Well, this is-the end of a perfect day, 
Near the end of a journey, too, 
But it leaves a thought that is big and strong, 
With a wish that is kind and true. 
For mem’ry has painted this perfect day 
With colors that never fade, 
. And we find, at the end of a perfect day, 
The soul of a friend we’ve made. 
(Copyright, Carrie J. Bond & Son) 
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DEAR OLD PAL OF MINE. 


Oh, how I want you, dear old pal of mine; 
Each night and day I pray you’re always mine. 
Sweetheart, may God bless you, angel hands caress 
you, 
While sweet dreams rest you, dear old pal of mine. 
(Copyright, G. Ricordi & Co., Inc.) 
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LET THE REST OF THE WORLD GO BY. 


With someone like you, a pal good and true, 
I’d like to leave it all behind and go and find 
Some place that’s known to God alone: 
Just a spot to call our own. 
We'll find perfect peace, where joys never cease, 
Out there beneath the kindly sky; 

We'll build a sweet little nest, 

Somewhere in the west, 
And let the rest of the world go by. 

(Published by M. Whitmark & Sons) 

We'll build a little still 

’'Way down by the mill, 
And let the rest of the world go dry. 
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I’M FOR EVER BLOWING BUBBLES. 


Chorus: 


I’m for ever blowing bubbles, 

Pretty bubbles ‘in the air; 
They fly so high, they nearly reach the ay 
Then, like my dreams, they fade and die. 
Fortune’s always hiding, 

I’ve looked everywhere; 
I’m for ever blowing bubbles, 

Pretty bubbles in the air. 
(Printel with. permission of Jerome H. Remick & Co.) . 
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THERE’S A LONG, LONG TRAIL. 


Nights are growing very lonely, 

Days are very long; 

I’m a-growing weary only 

Listening for your song. 

Old remembrances are thronging 
Through my memory— 

Till it seems the world is full of dreams, 
Just to call you back to me, 


Chorus: 


There’s a long, long trail a-winding 
Into the land of my dreams, 

Where the nightingales are singing, 
And a white moon beams. 

There’s a long, long night .of waiting 
Until my dreams come true; 

Till the day when I'll be going down 


That long, long trail with you. 
(Published by M. Whitmark & Sons) 


Copyright, M. Whitmark & Sons) 


MY WILD IRISH ROSE. 


My wild Irish Rose, 

The sweetest flower that grows; 

You may search everywhere, 

But none can compare - 

With my wild Irish Rose. - 

My wild Irish Rose, 

The dearest flower that blows; 
And some day, for my sake, 
She may let me take 

The bloom from my wild Irish Rose. 

(Copyright, M. Whitmark & Sons) 
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ROAMIN’ IN THE GLOAMIN’. 


Roamin’ in the gloamin’, 

On the bonnie banks o’ Clyde, 
Roamin’ in the gloamin’ 

Wae my lassie by my side; 
When the sun has sunk to rest, 
That’s the time that we love best, 
Oh, it’s lovely roamin’ in the gloamin’, 


42 


I LOVE A LASSIE. 


I love a lassie, a bonnie, bonnie lassie, 
She’s as pure as the lily in the dell, 
She’s as sweet as the heather, 

The bonnie, bloomin’ heather, 

Mary, ma Scotch bluebell. 


43 


COME BACK TO ERIN. 


Come back to Erin, Mavour-neen, Mavour-neen, 

Come back, Aroon, to the land of thy birth. 

Come with the shamrock and springtime, Mavour- 
neen 

And its Killarney shall ring with our mirth. 

Sure when we lent ye to beautiful England 

Little we tho’t of the lone winter days, 

Little we tho’t of the hush of the star-shine 

Over the mountain, the bluffs and brays. 


Chorus: 


Then come back to Erin, Mavourneen, Mavourneen, 
Come back again to the land of thy birth; 

Come back to Erin, Mavourneen, Mavourneen, 
And its Killarney shall ring with our mirth. 
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WHEN IRISH EYES ARE SMILING 


When Irish eyes are smiling, 

Sure it’s like a morn in spring, 
*Mid the lilt of Irish laughter 
You can hear the angels sing. 
When Irish hearts are happy 

All the world is bright and gay, 
And when Irish eyes are smiling 
Sure, they steal your heart away. 


(Published by M. Whitmark & Sons) 
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THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH TARA’S 
HALLS. 


The harp that once through Tara’s halls the soul of 
music shed 

Now hangs as mute on Tara’s walls as tho’ that 
soul were fled. 

So 2 the pride of former days, so sicily thrill 
is o'er, 

And hearts that once beat high for praise now feel 
that pulse no more. 


No more to chiefs aad ladies bright the harp of 
Tara swells; 

The chord alone that breaks at — its tale of 
ruin tells. 

Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes; the only 
throb she gives 

Is when some heart, indignant, breaks, to show 
that stilt she lives. 


25 


THE MINSTREL BOY. 


The minstrel boy to the war is gone, 
In the ranks of death you'll find him; 
His father’s sword he has girded on, 
And his wild harp slung behind him. 
“Land of song,” said the warrior bard, 
“Though all the world betrays thee, 
One sword at least thy rights shall guard, 
One faithful harp shall praise thee.” 


The minstrel fell, but the foeman’s chain 
Could not bring that proud soul under. 

The harp he laved ne’er spoke again, 
For he tore its chords asunder. 

And he said: “No chain shall sully thee, 
Thou soul of love and bravery! 

Thy songs were made for the pure and free, 
They shall never sound in slavery.” 


DIXIE. 


I wish, I was in the land of cotton, 

Old times there are not forgotten. 

Look away! Look away! Look away! Dixie Land. 
In Dixie Land, where I was born in, 

Early on one frosty morning. 

Look away! *Look away! Look away! Dixie Land. 


Chorus: 
Then I wish I was in Dixie, 
Hooray! Hooray! - 
In Dixie Land I’ll take my stand, 
To live and die in Dixie. 
Away, away, away, down south in Dixie. 
Away, away, away, down south in Dixie. «- 
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IN THE EVENING BY THE MOONLIGHT. 


In the evening by the moonlight 
You can hear those darkies singing; 
In the evening by the moonlight 
You can hear them banjos ringing. 
How the old folks would enjoy it, 
They would sit all night and listen, 
As we sang in the evening by the peer a. 


(Copyright, G. Hitchcock Mus. Pub. Co.) 
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CARRY ME BACK TO OLD VIRGINNY. 


Carry me back to old Virginny, 


There’s where the cotton and the corn and ’tatoes 
grow; 


There’s where the birds warble sweet in the spring 
time, 


There’s where this good old darkey’s heart am long 
to go. 


There’s where I labored so hard for old Massa, 

Day after day in the fields of yellow corn. 

No place on earth do I love more sincerely 

Than old Virginny, the state where I was born. 
Chorus? 

Carry me back to old Virginny, 

There’s where the cotton and the corn and ’tatoes 
grow; 

There’s where the birds warble sweet in the spring 
time, 

There’s where this good old darkey’s heart am long 
to go. 
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OLD KENTUCKY HOME. 


The sun shines bright in my old Kentucky home, 
*Tis summer, the darkies are gay; 

The corn-top’s ripe and the meadow’s all in bloom, 
While birds make music all the day. 

The young folks roll on the little cabin floor, 
All merry, all happy and bright; 

Bye ’n’ bye hard times comes a-knocking at the 


door, 
Then my old Kentucky home, good night! 
Chorus: 


Weep no more, my lady, 
Oh! weep no more to-day; 
We will sing one song for the old Kentucky home, 


For my old Kentucky home far away. 


5| 
MASSA’S IN DE COLD, COLD 
GROUND. 


Round de meadows am a-ringing 
De darkies’ mournful song, 
While de mocking bird am singing, 
Happy as de day am long. 
Where de ivy am a-creeping 
O’er de grassy mound, 
Dar old massa am a-sleeping, 
Sleeping in de cold, cold ground. 


Chorus: 


Down in de cornfield, 
Hear dat mournful sound, 

All de darkies am a-weeping, 
*Massa’s in de cold, cold ground. 
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OLD BLACK JOE. 


Gone are the days when my heart was young and 
Say, 

Gone are my friends from the cotton fields away, 

Gone from this earth to a better land, I know, 

I hear their gentle voices calling, “Old Black Joe.” 


Chorus: 
I’m coming, I’m coming, for my head is bending 


low, 
I hear those gentle voices calling, “Old Black Joe.” 
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SWANEE RIVER. 


’"Way down up-on de Swa-nee River, 
Far, far away, 

Dere’s wha my heart is turning ever, 
Dere’s wha de old folks stay. 

All up and down de*whole creation 
Sadly I roam, 
And for de old folks at home. 
Still longing for de old plantation 

Chorus: 

Alt de world am sad and dreary, 
Everywhere I roam, 
Oh, darkies, how my heart grows weary, 


Far from de old folks at home. 
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AULD LANG SYNE. 


Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And never brought to mind? 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And the days of auld lang syne? 


Chorus: 


For auld lang syne, my dear, 
For auld lang syne. 

We" ll tak’ a cup o’ kindness yet 
For auld lang syne. 


D2. es 
THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER. 


O say, can you see, by the dawn’s early light, 

What so proudly we hailed at the twilight’s last 
gleaming, 

Whose broad stripes and bright stars thro’ the 
perilous fight, 

O’er the ramparts we watched were so gallantly 


streaming? 
And the rockets’ red glare, the bombs bursting in 
air, 
Gave proof thro’ the sieht that our flag was still 
there. 
Chorus: 


.O say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave 
O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave? 
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O CANADA. 


O Canada, our fathers’ land of old, 
Thy brow is crowned with leaves of red and gold, 
Beneath the shade of the Holy Cross 
Thy children own their birth. 
No stains thy glorious annals gloss, 
Since valor shields our hearth: 
Almighty God, on Thee we call, 
Defend our rights, forefend this free nation’s thrall, 
Defend our rights, forefend this nation’s thrall. 


at 
O CANADA. 
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O Canada, Terre de nos aieux, 
Ton front est ceint de fleurons glorieux; 
Car ton bras sait porter l’épée, 
Il sait porter la croix; 
_ Ton histoire est une épopée 
Des plus brilliant exploits. 
Et ta valeur, de foi trempée 
Protégera nos foyers et nos droits. 
Protégera nos foyers et nos droits. 
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